LYNETTE   ROBERTS

I left the bay wing-felled and bogged
Kicked the shale despondent and green

Heard Rosie say lace- curtained in clogs
I've put a Yule log on your grate.

Xaquixaguana

In the lake of pools

Where icebergs stand firm on the ground,
And refrain to move for beauty of their image,
Five Temples lie wounded in their sides
Each plundered and more progressive than the last.
I speak of the one with the grey-crusted sleepers
Sitting in the splint-blue cave.
Especially he, of the up-side-down burial
With arrows set like buhls in the rib of the wreck:
Who was this white man of Peru ?
And what flat burial did he deserve
To stir their sandstone agave ? To face emerald sky
And snarling rocks where the sun's tied up ?
Lying stiff among gold filaments and animate clay
Shouting azreal forms and intricate beads;
Thosehuacas spread and exposed under cacti water-beds,
Green as tunas, and weathered with poisoned alizarin

darts

Who was this man who stole their store of gold ?
Who found down here down Pilcomayo way,
Near lion grass and glass ships sailing the lakes,
Who was he, that lies buried at Haravec's feet
Aggrieved by this ice and basaltic sheet.